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and attached it to the rear end of the truck. He fondly called this
rattletrap creation a trailer. My passionate prayer was that our
"trailer" would fall to pieces, as it constantly threatened to do, and
that just once we would sleep in a clean, orderly house or a decent
hotel among clean, orderly, decent people. It never happened. I
don't recall that my father ever paid for a night's lodging. He re-
fused to pay for anything he could scrounge, wangle, or pry loose
—and I mean, pry loose. Dad has been dead for years, but even
now I have a recurrent nightmare about him and something that
happened when I was six. In my dream, he and I are in the truck
riding speedily away from a filling station somewhere in northern
Illinois, and between us on the seat lies a monkey wrench he "for-
got" to hand back to the attendant, I wake up from this nightmare,
trembling, and drenched in sweat.
My father wasn't a thief in the ordinary sense of the word. But
that wrench became a kind of symbol to me of his whole philosophy.
My father had a deep contempt for society, for organized groups,
for law and order.
Sometimes we parked our mobile shack in a hobo jungle. Other
tinies we trespassed in a farmer's field or woods or beside his pond
—my rare baths were taken in the open—until the farmer woke up
to our presence and put us off his land. My father interpreted an
eviction as a challenge to his ingenuity, and often we would make
a stealthy night return. Frequently we were ejected three or four
times from the same place and sometimes we were chased by the
police. Two great dreads of my fear-ridden childhood were the
police, who might drag us off to jail, and social workers, who might
drag me off to an orphanage. Occasionally we were descended upon
by a delegation of local ladies, charitably inclined no doubt. But
they poked and pried and questioned, and wounded my pride by
the condescending way they bestowed their largesse. After these
visitations, I usually got sick and couldn't eat.
Perhaps once a month my father sloshed a bucket of water
through our two-wheeled shack and called it a housecleaning. Ants
and spiders ran about the greasy, crumb-strewn floor, acting as

